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loved of all) the Bible with the wood-cuts that
Reuben had given her,

She smiled when she looked at them, but smiled
quite without sentiment* Her childhood was
over, quite finally, for ever. And she was not
sorry. It had been a mischancy ill-fitting; time,
Yes, that was one thin;*, but this sudden exile into
a vast uncanny world was quite another. Suppose
Tom Gauntry didn't want her? I le was growing
old now and was uneasily under the domination
of his cook, Emma Fur/.e, . . . Oh, well, if he
didn't want her> there were other places. She
could work; she wasn't afraid of anyone.

Then, quite unaccountably, she wanted to cry.
Indeed, indignantly, she brushed same tears from
her eyes. How she wished that Reuben was here!
He loved her, and only he in all the world. Poor
clumsy, fat~faccd, kindly Reuben. She hadn't
seen him for six months, Deborah Sun wood,
too, was altered since Humphrey's troubles, not
the same bright tranquil woman as before, and
Reuben was so restless that he might be away
from Cockermouth any time.

Something had happened to them all, just as
it was happening to the larger, outside world,
breaking up all the old moulds, busily forming
new ones that would be, no doubt, very like the
old ones when they were nettled*

But the thought of the change and of some
movement in the world very much larger than her
own little trivial affairs stirred her to action*
There were no tears any more. She would go to
Stone Ends to-night, and if they did not want her